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the plane at that height. To my great satisfaction, it
did not settle down but obeyed the controls and con-
tinued to fly nicely. Gently, I tried the elevator and
ailerons. The plane responded well. For the first
time I stayed in the air as long as I wanted to, and
finally landed on the other end of the field. The flight
was repeated. Again it was nice and smooth about
one-half minute long from one end of the field to the
other. This was finally real flying, and it made me
extremely happy. The size and shape of the field pre-
vented my making a circle in the air within its limits.
To circle, it xvas necessary to take off, fly across a wide
ravine some twenty-five feet deep, with a swamp at the
bottom, continue the turn over reasonably smooth
land, and, finally, after crossing a small river, return
again to the point of departure.
On the afternoon of the next day, I took off with
the S-2, having in mind a flight which would bring
me back to the point of departure. The little plane
climbed easily to about twenty-five feet. I crossed
the field, flying a straight line and approaching the
boundary, and started to turn towards the ravine.
The smoke of burning castor-oil and even drops of
it were thrown by the propeller blast on my hands and
face. The little plane was smoothly sailing through
the air, gradually gaining altitude and giving the most
delightful feeling of flying. I crossed the border of
the ravine and was then some sixty or eighty feet high
over the swamp. Instead of the rush of the ground
under the plane which was so familiar during previous
runs and low flying, I now saw the ground far below
moving slowly, and I had the wonderful feeling of fly-
ing, floating in the air. My joy, however, was of short